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shut. Fear of external things, for capitalist Rumania's army
was but a few hours outside the city gates; and fear of internal
things, for 'defeatism' meant death.
The Soviet dictator rose- to his feet, mounted the platform,
and began to speak. To everyone's surprise, he gave a ruth-
lessly candid and faithful picture of the military position,
spoke openly of the lack of discipline and the disaffection in
the army, and requested the meeting to speak without
reserve and decide for or against continuing the fight. He
himself, and the Council of the People's Commissars, would
submit to the meeting's decision.
The journalist in me rejoiced, even drowning the voice of
self-preservation for the moment. 'What a news-story! Let's
hope I get out of here without being spotted. Then I'll send
the dispatch to Vienna and have it put on the wire there!5
My mind's eye already saw the front-page 'streamers' in
the newspapers which would carry the story.
But I did not know what was about to happen.
An unknown young man, with a thin, pale face, stood up
and mounted the platform. He spoke of the courage of despair
and talked of manuring the seed of a better world with one's
own life-blood, or words to that effect. Another man began
to speak in the same strain. And still nobody had the courage
to protest, while four hundred family men trembled like a
seismograph recording a distant earthquake.
Then a man got up in the sixth row. 'Comrade Surek,
speak up!' ordered the president.
Comrade Surek spoke from his place. I remember thinking
that I had never seen such a cave-man in all my life. To-day
I should compare him with America's late 'Public Enemy
No. i\ John Dillinger, only that his chinless, atavistically
primitive face with its Neanderthal jawbone was broader
than that of the Chicago killer.
Comrade Surek spoke. 'I have a definite proposal to make/
he said. 'The enemy is at Miskolcz. They will probably
reach Budapest to-morrow morning. I move that we should